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Steel Panther's weekly Wednesday night rehearsal had run later in the night than the band had originally 
planned. Aside from being continually sidetracked by talks of which outfits to wear, and which equipment to use 
in their next show, the rehearsal had been held in the basement of Ralph Saenz, better known as Michael 
Starr's home in Studio City, Los Angeles, California. Ralph's wife, Jocelyn, was out of town visiting family with 
their two children, Samantha and Ralphie. Ralph's eldest daughter, Megan was busy moving into her new 
apartment with her boyfriend, so the house was going to be completely empty, and there was no chance of 
anyone coming to visit not only for the night, but for the entire week. When he had told the rest of the band, 
they decided that rather than getting themselves a rehearsal space, they would practice in Ralph's basement. 


It was nearing one o'clock in the morning when the band had finally decided to call it a night. Steel Panther's 
bassist, drummer, and guitarist, Travis, Darren, and Russ respectively, were packing up their instruments while 
Ralph was disposing of the empty glass beer bottles from the top of the amps that were kept in his basement 
for practice. The singer took the bottles to the ground floor of the house to put them in a recycling bin, 
ready to be put out to the curb the next day. When he was making his way back to the basement, he was 


met by Travis, Darren, and Russ at the door way to the basement. 


"You guys sure that you're good to drive?" Ralph asked, concerned by the amount of bottles he had just 


cleared. 


"Absolutely," Darren stated, "So.. airport on Friday morning then, gentlemen?" 


The four members of the band agreed to meet each other in the same place, and at the same time, as they 
did every Friday morning whenever the band was booked to play a show at the House of Blues in Las Vegas. 
Ralph then walked his friends to the front door of his home, before opening it so they were able to leave. One 
by one, each of the men hugged Ralph and thanked him for agreeing to hold their band practice in his home. 
Each time, the forty seven year old told them that it was no trouble, and it was always a pleasure to see 


them all. 


Darren and Travis walked down Ralph's paved driveway to their cars which had been parked on the street. 
Since Russ was the first to arrive, he was able to park on the driveway. Russ had to wait for Darren and 
Travis to leave so he could get his car out of the driveway, since they had blocked him in. Rather than going 
to wait in his car, Russ stood on the doorstep with Ralph to wave good bye to his band mates. 


"Are you sure you want to drive home?" Ralph asked, his voice was soft so he could eliminate the possibility 


of Darren and Travis hearing their conversation 


Russ climbed down the two concrete steps outside Ralph's front door as he watched Darren and Travis get 
into their cars. He then placed his guitar case on the concrete driveway and patted his worn leather jacket. He 
turned to face Ralph so it looked like he was about to ask a question His hands moved slowly down to the 
thigh pockets on his dark blue denim jeans, then round to his backside, feigning that he was looking for his car 
keys. 


"Are you asking me to stay?" he asked in response, his raspy voice softer than usual, his grey eyes scanning 
Ralph's face, searching for a sign of a change of heart. 


Ralph nodded forward, indicating that Russ should turn around. He watched as Travis was the first of the band 
members to drive away to his own home across town. A slight breeze danced around his wavy blond hair as 
his brown eyes fell to Darren's car as the engine was started. He raised his arm and waved as Darren 
prepared the car to move away. Russ turned his back to Ralph and also waved as Darren set off on his way 


home as well. 


When he was sure that he and Russ were out of their friend's sight, Ralph pressed himself against Russ’ back. 
When his body made its initial contact, he heard Russ take a sharp breath in. He could feel the guitarists body 
tense against him, and sensed the atmosphere of sexual tension thickening. He ran his nose and lips through 


Russ’ short dark hair around his ear. He softly sank his teeth into Russ’ ear. 
‘lm asking you to spend the night," he paused to suck on Russ’ earlobe, "With me," he whispered. 


Russ felt Ralph's body heat leave his back. Slowly, he spun on his axis to see Ralph standing in front of him. 
The blond bent down and picked up Russ’ guitar case. The brunette's heart launched into his mouth. At the 
best of times, Russ hated people handling his guitar cases. It had become ritual for him to handle his own 

guitars since a member of the road crew had damaged one of his guitars during a leg of the Feel the Steel 


tour. Before Russ could say anything or express his concern however, Ralph took the guitar case back into the 


hoFuse and set it down behind the front door. 


Russ watched Ralph appear from behind the front door. Ralph's 5'8" frame leant against the door post. His 
fully tattooed right arm was supporting his toned stature. His wavy flaxen locks tumbled over his shoulders, 
the interior light shining through his hair created the illusion that his face was framed by a golden halo. Seeing 
Ralph in this light made his chest cave. 


"My angel," he whispered almost inaudibly. 


Ralph straightened himself up and smiled as he stepped aside, leaving a space for Russ to enter his home 
again. He looked at the younger man standing before him, studying the expression on his face. He had never 
seen Russ look so in awe of someone else. During the five years they had been sleeping together, Ralph had 
never once seen a degree of invulnerability from his friend, it seemed as though he was always his alter ego, 
Satchel. The only time that changed was when Russ was around Ralphie and Samantha, but even that was just 


another version of Satchel. He was never just completely Russell Parrish. 
"Is everything alright?" Ralph asked, concern scattered through his question 
Russ screwed his eyes closed momentarily, "You.." he opened his eyes, "Ralph, there's something |-" 


"IFs okay," Ralph interrupted, "Honestly, it's alright. | was just thinking that it's been a while since we were 
alone together, and thought that maybe-" 


Russ rushed over to Ralph, cupping his face in his hands as he approached, and pressed his lips against the 
older man's lips. The two men kissed passionately as their hands ferociously wandered over each other's 
clothes. Ralph placed his hands on Russ’ backside and pulled the guitarist into him as he walked backwards to 
get his prize into the house. Without breaking apart for even a second, Russ found the door with his foot and 
kicked it closed. 


"Let's go to the bedroom," Ralph breathed as Russ had pinned him to the wall and began sucking his neck, "I 
put those sheets on it that you like.. the red ones." 


"No," Russ replied as he pulled millimeters away from Ralph's neck, "Couch.." he kissed Ralph's neck again, "Fuck 


it," he grabbed the neck of Ralph's shirt and ripped it off of him, "Do me here." 


One hour later, Ralph's house was almost dark. The only light in the house came from the electric fire sat in 
the lounge room. Orange light flickered across the vast space, casting large shadows over furniture. The air in 


the room was warm 


Ralph and Russ’ naked bodies were entangled within each other on top of a soft white shag pile carpet. Russ 
was laid flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling. His left hand was buried in the fibers of the carpet, 
supporting his head. His right hand was occupied in softly stroking Ralph's long blond waves, every so often 
twisting strands of hair around his fingers. Ralph meanwhile had laid his head on Russ’ chest, his cheek 


brushing against his younger lover's pectoral. He closed his eyes, listening to Russ’ breathing, feeling his chest 


slowly rise and fall with each cycle completion 


Ralph slowly lifted himself up onto his elbow so he was above Russ. He looked at the guitarist as he was 


greeted with a smile. He stroked Russ’ right cheek with the back of his hand. 
"You're so handsome when you smile." Ralph said softly, and then leaned down to kiss him. 


Russ moaned into the kiss with contention. When the kiss was broken, Russ studied the older man's face. He 
absorbed the way the light from the fire danced in Ralph's dark brown eyes, how much softer his skin looked 
when bathed in the orange glow from the fire, how heartwarming his sweet smile was. Russ closed his eyes 
and solely inhaled the succulent scent of the Jean Paul Gaultier he had gotten for Ralph for his birthday that 
past May. He tipped his head back slightly as he exhaled, wanting to keep the scent of his lover in his system 
for as long as possible. 


‘I've missed you," Ralph whispered, "Your lips against mine, the taste of your sweat, the feeling of your skin 
under my palms, the way you bite your lip when you want to hold on to a moment of pleasure.. how you bury 
your nose in my hair when you hold me from behind.. the way you look at me like you just did, with adoration 


in your eyes." 


Russ silently hushed Ralph by planting a small kiss on his forehead, "Has anyone told you just how wonderful 
you are?" he replied, his whisper breaking into soft, raspy speech. 


"Jocelyn hasn't lately." Ralph answered, not thinking of the implications of mentioning her name in that moment 


until he felt Russ slightly tense underneath him, "I'm sorry," he said sheepishly, "Should have thought." 


"If she hasn't then she's a fool.” Russ stated, disregarding Ralph's apology, "If | were her then | would tell you 
every single day." 


Ralph beamed to himself as he nestled his head back into the crook of Russ’ neck. Russ’ skin felt warn against 
his, making him glow with post-coital glee. He traced small circles on Russ‘ bare stomach with his fingers, 
feeling the muscles flex beneath his touch for a few moments. Ralph had always admired Russ’ figure. In the 
early days of the band, when they were known as Metal Shop back in 2000, Russ used to play his guitar 
without a shirt on Ralph saw it as an excuse to admire his band member from afar, along with the band's 
many female fans. Then, five years later, he took the risk of kissing Russ in a hotel room after a show in Las 
Vegas. Luckily for him, Russ more than reciprocated. Realising that he had left Russ' comment hanging in the 


air for quite some time, Ralph decided to try and make some conversation. 
"How is everything at home?" Ralph asked. 
Russ maneuvered himself slightly to look at Ralph's face, "Thought we'd agreed not to talk about," he stopped 


himself to think of the right word to describe everything outside of their moment, "That." He finished as he 


returned himself to the position he was in. 


"I know, | know, but | just.. | want to know that you're doing okay, y'know, when we're not together.” 
"You don't need to worry," Russ sighed after a quiet moment. 


"That's not what the tone in your voice is telling me." Ralph quipped, then noticed that Russ was becoming 


more and more tense, "Russ?" he asked as he hoisted himself onto his elbow again, "Russ, what is it?" 


The room was silent for a moment. Russ’ insides knotted together, causing a painful cramp in his stomach. A 
collection of metallic tasting saliva gathered in his mouth, forcing him to swallow loudly. As he instinctively 
opened his mouth to exhale again, a small, uncomfortable moan escaped his diaphragm. He pulled himself up into 


a sitting position and shifted himself around so he was facing Ralph. 
"You're really scaring me here, Russ." Ralph edged. 


Russ looked down to his naked thighs, "Kelly wants us to get married," he confessed, "I told her that | would 


marry her..." 


Ralph's heart sank. He knew that Russ’ girlfriend, Kelly, would soon ask for some form of commitment from 
Russ toward their relationship. They had been together for nearly three years, so Ralph knew that it was 
coming. However, he was secretly hoping that it wouldn't, and he thought that Russ felt the same. Though with 
his addition that he'd accepted her proposal, Ralph's world shattered. Ralph and Russ had been carrying out 
their relationship in secret for five years, which eclipsed the entirety of Ralph's four year marriage. The pair 
had agreed to stop their relationship for a while so Ralph and his wife Jocelyn could settle into their marriage. 
However, six months into the marriage, Ralph reignited his affair with Russ. He knew that he would not be able 
to completely commit to someone that wasn't his band mate. Now he wondered to himself if Russ was going to 
commit to Kelly completely, or carry on the arrangement that they had. Instinctively, the singer jumped to the 


worst case scenario and was convincing himself that Russ was going to leave him. 
"You can't get married.. you can't." 


Russ watched his male lover begin to rock back and forth slightly, "What else am | meant to do?" he asked, "I 
can't take sitting at home alone, waiting for a call from you to say that Jocelyn's letting you leave for Vegas 


early, or that she's out of town," he paused, "You know that | need more than the odd Thursday night fumble.” 
"But when we're on tour.." 


"That's not what | meant, and you know it," the guitarist snapped, his expression softening when he saw Ralph 
flinch slightly, "The thought of you being with Jocelyn.. kissing her, holding her, telling her that you love her," 
he stopped as his voice was beginning to break with the tears in his eyes, "The thought of everything like 
that... it hurts more than | can stand, and it's just constant. Ralph, | can't take it anymore... | lo-" he stopped 


himself. 


Ralph waited with bated breath for Russ to finish his sentence, "Say it," he said softly, "Please... just say it.. 
it's all | need to hear, all | need to know.. Just three. Little. Words," he stopped, silently willing Russ to give him 


a response, "Russell, please." 
"You know what I'm trying to say here. Its not rocket science to work it out" 
It might not be, but | need to hear it regardless. | need to know for sure that you really do." 


"What, and you think that me telling you that is going to make all of this any better?" he asked exasperatedly, 
"You think that it's going to make all of those complications go away? Your wife, your kids, you loyalty to 
them, the abuse we're going to get.. All of those things. Ralph, all of those things are still going to exist 
whether | say it or not. So what's the point in it?" Tears rolled down his cheek, "The only thing that would 
change is how much l'm going to get hurt, and | am fucking tired of hurting because | feel affection for 


someone, for you" 


In that entire speech, Ralph had heard more honestly about Russ’ feelings than he had ever heard from him in 
the entirety of their five year relationship. For the first time, Ralph was hearing about all of Russ' fears 
about their relationship should it ever become public for some reason. During the time that they'd spent 
together, Ralph had always talked about the fear he harboured about their relationship, and while Russ 
comforted him, not once had he articulated that he felt the same way. 


Ralph put his head in his hands and stared at his thighs. Everything that Russ had just said to him was 
beginning to hit him, and not in a good way. He had begun to feel guilty that he was causing all of Russ’ pain 
when all he wanted to do was give him all of his love and devotion. Then he realized that he wouldn't be able to 


do that while he was married to Jocelyn, 


"Would you leave her for me?" Russ asked prompting Ralph to raise his head, "If | told you how | felt about 


you, how | feel about you.. would you leave her?" 
"Russ, its not that..." 
"Just answer the fucking question!" Russ snapped. 


"No matter what my answer's going to be, I've lost you anyway." Ralph started, "When | first met you, it was 
sweet that you were always "on". It was exciting that | didn't know who | was going to fuck out of Satchel and 
Russ, or even Ratchett or Russ." Ralph stopped for a moment, "Now... Now | don't know who I'm even talking to 
most of the time. You've seen Satchel get all of this attention for his guitar playing, his good looks, his way 
with the girls, and his quick witted innuendo. You're letting him take over your life.. Satchel already has taken 
you over, taken you away. All that's left is just a version of Russ which is a culmination of Ratchett and 
Satchel, but turned down from Il to 5. The Russell John Parrish | fell in love with.. he may as well be dead" 


Russ was blown away by Ralph's admission. Russ had created his alter-egos, Ratchett and Satchel, as a 


defense mechanism. They were something to protect him from people who were set out to take advantage of 


him. He had made them so deliberately abrasive so no one with any sense would take an interest in him. 
However, it had had the opposite effect. If anything, people were drawn in by the harshness of Satchel's 
character, the crudeness of him. People wanted to know if he was like that all the time, so his natural reaction 


was to be exactly that. To be Satchel constantly. He knew that Ralph was right, but he didn't know just how 


much he was hurting people, hurting the man that he so cared for. 
"l. | can change." Russ stuttered, "I can.. | can change." 


"No, you can't," Ralph replied, "You're basing that change on me, and that simply cannot be enough for you. If 

things don't work out between us, you're going to turn into the asshole Satchel is, and constantly be on that I. 
That's not something that | want for you.. You need to get Russ back for yourself, because you want to, not 

because it's what | want, or what you think should be done." 


With that, Russ twisted to look behind him for his clothes. He reached for a pair of black boxer shorts. When 
he had them in his hands, he returned himself to his natural seated position and checked the label, to make 
sure that they were his. He them fed his legs through the shorts and pulled the shorts over his thighs, 
pushing his backside off the floor with one hand so he could cover it. Russ stood up and took two steps over 
to his light soft denim jeans. He pulled them on, securing them at the waist with the brass button. 


Ralph had been watching him with a bemused look on his face, "Where are you going?" 


‘lm leaving," Russ answered, bending down to pick up his grey t-shirt, "Before we say something we might 
regret later," he turned, seeing Ralph forcing himself into his boxer shorts, "What are you doing?" 


"| would rather be jilted while l'm somewhat dressed, rather than butt ass naked.. Gotta have some dignity, 


haven't |?" 
"Is that what you think?" Russ asked pulling his shirt over his head, "You think that l'm going to leave you?" 


Ralph knew that Russ was planning to leave him. He had known the moment they finished having sex. Something 
was off kilter. Ralph knew that something wasn't right, and had almost instantaneously worked out that it was 
going to be the last time that they would be enjoying each other so fully. He had dismissed it as an off night 
for Russ in terms of their sexual encounters, and now wished that he had not brought up the conversation of 


Russ' home life. Cursing his curiosity, Ralph slowly nodded. 


Russ stretched his t-shirt over his body and dropped his hands to his sides. He knew that he was tearing his 
man apart and it was killing him inside. With the guilt inside his stomach intensifying, and the pain in his chest 
spreading, Russ walked over to Ralph and pulled him into his chest. He felt Ralph's arms snake around his hips 
and tighten Russ heard the older man whisper desperate pleas into his ear. With each word, Russ‘ chest caved 
and convulsed slightly. He pulled himself away from the singer slightly and pressed his lips onto Ralph's. A 
moment later, they broke apart but still held each other. 


"You are the most infuriating man on the planet. Every time | see you, | get so frustrated with you. The way 


you rake your hair back when it's been in your face for too long. The way you suck on the corner of your 
bottom lip when concentrating on your phone. How your nose wrinkles when you taste something you don't like. 
How your eyes light up with your smile. How that smile warms and melts my heart," he pressed his forehead 
to Ralph's, closing his eyes as he did so, and inhaling Ralph's aftershave, "I can't make you choose between me 
and your family. It was foolish of me to think that not only could | make you, but that you could make the 


decision as well.. So | will make the choice for you." 


Russ forced himself away from Ralph and began making his way to the front door. Suddenly, he felt Ralph grip 
his wrist and spin him around. The singer was still dressed in nothing but his boxer shorts. His eyes were red 
and puffy from crying, his cheeks stained with tears. Ralph's hair had fallen flat against his damp cheeks. In 
every sense of the word, Ralph looked pathetic. 


"While I'm not walking out on you completely," Russ began as he bent down to pick up Ralph's white t-shirt, "I 
want you to have as much dignity as possible when | walk out that door." He stopped for a moment to blink 


some tears out of his eyes, "Because | won't have any." 
"Then why are you doing this?" Ralph whimpered. 


Russ shook the white t-shirt slightly so it unfolded from when it had been thrown to the floor. He then 
turned it so the front of it was facing his chest and brought the top and bottom together. Lifting the shirt 
above Ralph's head, he gently pulled the cotton over his head, so the shirt was hanging around his neck. He 
then backed off for a moment as Ralph put his arms through the two sleeves. Russ then took the bottom 
hems in his fingers and slowly unfolds the shirt over Ralph's body. As he worked his way down, Russ' fingers 
brushed against Ralph's bare skin, making him lose concentration for a moment. He thought about how many 
shirts of Ralph's he had torn from impatience of waiting for his lover to get undressed. With that thought, he 
smiled to himself. The smile soon faded as he began thinking aloud about cancelling the next two Steel Panther 
shows, to spare him and Ralph any hurt feelings. Russ contemplated the idea, with Ralph as his soundboard as 
he helped him into his dark denim jeans. As he buttoned the jeans at the waist, Russ said that he would call 
Darren and Travis, saying that he had suffered slight whiplash in a car accident on the way home and would 
be unable to play guitar for a week. That way, no one would be overly suspicious, and in turn wouldn't look for 


another reason. 

"There," Russ said softly with a watery smile, running his hands down Ralph's chest, "My handsome man" His 
smile faded when he noticed that Ralph had begun to cry, "Ralphie... come on sweetheart, it's okay," he placed 
his hand on Ralph's cheek, wiping tears from his skin, "Please don't cry." 

"Please don't leave me." 

"You know why | have to." 

"No... no | don't. | don't know why you're doing this. Is it me? Is it something that I've done? Did | say something 


wrong? Did | not say something? Was there something that | just didn't do?" Russ turned away from him and 


began to walk away, "Don't you dare walk away from me, Russell! Tell me why you're leaving me!" Russ gave 


no response, "Answer mel" 


Russ stopped at the front door and turned around, "Ralphie, sweetheart, listen to me. You have the 
opportunity to be loved so infinitely by your amazing wife and wonderful children. | know that you are going to 
be loved by them so massively, so.. unconditionally.. My God, every time | see you, you're radiant from their 
love and appreciation of you." He sighed and bowed his head, "You're right, | have let Satchel take over because 
people love him as much as Jocelyn, Megan, Samantha and Ralphie love you. They don't love Russ - not even 
Kelly loves Russ. You have to understand that | can't bring you into this. This life is not worthy of someone 
as... innocent as you are. This depression is not something that | want to infect you with, but | already have. 
I's already inside of you and stripping you down. | can't let you leave your family, the one thing | covet... for 
me, for this disease that's going to destroy you. | can't do that, and | shouldn't have let you even begin to 
contemplate that." 


"You don't love me?" Ralph asked, "Is that it? You just don't love me anymore?" 


"Oh Ralph," Russ started, "You're the first thing | think about every day, and the last thing | think about every 
night. When we're not together, you're constantly on my mind. What are you doing? Who are you with? What 
are you talking about? What are you thinking about? Do | ever cross your mind as much as you do mine?" he 
paused as tears trickled down his cheeks, "| never told you.. that, because l'm so afraid that you don't feel it 
as intensely as | do. Whenever | see you, my heart's almost fit to burst. When we're alone... I'm scared I'm 
gonna mess it up; say the wrong thing, do the wrong thing, breathe at the wrong time. I'm that... in awe of 
you... nothing compared to you that it fills me with fear. Then within all of that, I've messed it up anyway... by 


not saying what you've needed to hear, what I've wanted to say." 


"Then say it," Ralph pleaded, "Russell, you know that | am completely and utterly in love with you. | would go to 
the ends of the Earth for you. | would do anything to save this relationship... tell me what | need to do, Russ, 
and | will do it" 


"You remember that song that Josh's band has... Fireworks | think its called. Josh said that if you love 


someone, you should set them free. That's what I'm doing.. we had a good run and l'm setting you free." 
"Maybe | want to be chained to you for the rest of my life.” 


"No." Russ whispered, "No you don't.. you deserve better than that.. infinitely so. You can do so much better 
than me, and you have, with Jocelyn, She gives you the love, the affection, the respect.. everything that you 
so rightly deserve. She can give you things.. things that | can't and probably will never be able to. She's so 
completely open to you, everything that she is, is open to you, there for you to see. She'll readily tell you that 
she loves you, without second thought. There are so many walls around me the height of that wall in China, 
probably even higher and ten times as thick. I've tried so hard to let you in, and each time have failed. No, you 
deserve better than that." 


Ralph drew closer to Russ. Their lips were millimeters apart. He could feel Russ’ breath warm his skin. His 


heart beat ever faster; he could hear his heartbeat echo in his ear canal. His ears pricked as he could hear a 


single breath catch in Russ’ throat, he was afraid In a bid to soothe his friend, Ralph's hand stroked Russ’ skin. 
The contact made Russ’ jaw shudder underneath Ralph's hand. 


"I love you, Russell.” Ralph whispered. 


With the whisper, Ralph heard Russ release the pent up breath as if Ralph's statement were a release. He 
waited before his lips brushed against Russ's, a small clamp surrounding the bottom lip. 


As soon as his lips met with the velvet of the guitarists, Ralph's eyes fluttered closed. His chest constricted 
as a breath caught within his throat. The spasm within his chest pushed him into Russ. His heart was now 
racing, blood thrashed through his system, leaving him light headed and breathless. His left hand moved up 
Russ's neck, to be planted upon his stubbled cheek. Ralph heard a small moan internalise within Russ. It was one 
of tenderness, warmth and happiness. 


The synapses within his brain fired as he thought of all the times they had been together. The sweet, tender, 
forbidden moments, the kisses the love making, the talking into the small hours of the night. Thousands upon 
thousands of thoughts a second ran through his already cluttered mind, finding space to reside, Tripping on old 
memories of things which didn't ever matter. Then, everything fell silent, as Russ broke the kiss. 


"Ralph Michael Saenz" Russ whispered softly, "There are no words to tell you how | feel about you... but | 
guess these will do.” Russ planted a tender kiss on Ralph's lips, "I love you." 


Russ picked up his guitar case from the floor, and then opened the front door behind him. The moment he 
turned his back, Russ heard Ralph whimper. That sound made his heart wrench. This was something that he 
could so easily fix, just by disregarding everything they had just spoken about and spending the night with 
Ralph. Everything could have been forgiven with a simple turn of the body. However, Russ slowly took the next 
few steps in front of him. He walked down the two concrete steps outside Ralph's front door, down into the 
fresh air. Though the air was cooler, it was no less suffocating. There was nothing he wanted to do more than 
turn back around and run straight into Ralph's arms, apologise for the things he had said and tell him that he 


would always love him. 


Fishing his keys from out of his pocket, Russ looked down to his hands. They were shaking violently. His legs 
were turning to jelly. He needed to get in the car before he fell to the floor. Russ quickly pressed the button 
on the fob to unlock the car. Throwing the door open, Russ threw his guitar case into the passenger seat then 
climbed into the car and slammed the door behind himself. Fumbling with his keys for a second, he shoved the 
key into the ignition and fired up the engine to the car. After a swift wipe of his eyes, clearing them of tears, 
he sped out of Ralph's driveway, not even taking a moment to notice that the singer had collapsed crying in 


the doorway. 


As Russ was driving, he let tears fall freely down his face as the words of the song on the radio began to 
register in his mind When he realized the significance of the song in that moment, Russ pounded on the 


steering wheel and freely cried in the dark isolation of his car. 


You wear me out with frustration and 
Heartache and anger 


But we wait for the wave to wash it away 


Don't say nothing 

Just sit next fo me 
Don't say nothing 

Shhh 

ust be, just be, just be. 


